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i mjecona part of 

Ihadforeftald this dcere and deep rebuke. 

Ere you with griefehadfpoke ; and I had hear 
The courfe of it fo fir: there is your crowne: 

And he that weares the crowne immortally. 

Long gard it vours : if 1 affett it more. 

Then as your honour, and as your renowne, , 

Let me no more from this obedience rile, 

Which my moll inward true and duteous fpint, 
T eacheth this proftrate and exterior bending, 

God witnelTe with me. When I here came in. 

And found no courfe of breath within yourmaieftj'; 
How cold itftrooke my hearthfl do faine, 

0 let me in my prefent wildne He die, 

JK nd ncuer hue to fhew th’incredulous world. 

The noble change that I hauc purpofed. 
Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead. 
And dead almoft, my liege, tothinkeyouwere, 

1 fpake vnto this crowne as hauing fence. 

And thus vpbraided it: the care on thee depending, 
Hath fed vpon the body of mv father, 

Therefore thou bell ofgold, art worle thengold, 
Other lefTefine,in karrat more precious, 
Preferring life in medcine potable: 

But thou,moft fine.molt konourefmoft renown 4 
Haft eate thy bearer vp:thus my moft royall liege, 

- Accufing it,I put it on my head, 

T o trie with it as with an enemy, 

T hat had before my face murdered my father, 
The quarrel! of a true ir.heritour, 

But ifit did infetft my bloud with iov. 

Or fwell my thoughts to any ftraine of pride. 

If any rebel or vaine fpir'rt of mine, 

Did with the leaft affeftion of a welcome, 

Gme entertainement to the might ©fit. 

Let God for euer keep it from my head, 
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And make me as the poorefl vaftaile is. 

That doth with aw and terror kneele to it. 

King God put in thy mind to take it hence. 

That thou mightft win the more thy fathers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely in excufe ofit: 

Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 

And heare (I thinke) the very lateft counfaile 
That euer 1 lhal breathe.God knowes (mv fbnne) 
By what by-paths, and indirett crookt waies, 

I met this crowne, and I my felfe know w ell, 
Howtroublcfomc it fate vpon my head: 

T o thee it (hall deftend with better quiet, 

' Better opinion, better confirmation, 

For al thefoyle of theatchieuement goes, 

With me into the earth, it feemd in me, 

But as an honor fnatcht with boiftrous hand, 

And I had many lining tovpbraide 
JVSy gaine ofit, by their affiftances, 

Which daily grew to quarrcll and to bloudfhecf, 
Wounding (uppofed peacerall thefe boldfeares 
Thou feed with perill I haue anfvverd: 

For all my raigne hath beene but as a Scene, 

A fting that argument:and now my death 
Changes the mood, for what in me was pur chaff, 

Fals vpon thee in a more fairer fort. 

So tliou the garland wearft fiiceeftluely, 

Yet though thou ftandft more fure then I could do. 
Thou art not firme enough,fince griefesare greene, 
And all thy friends which thou muff make thy friends, 
Haue but their flings and teeth newly tane out: 

By whofefell working I wasfirfl aduaunft, 

And by whofe power I well might lodge a feare 
1 o be againedifplacde: which to auoyde, 
f cut them off, and had apurpofe, now 
out to the Holy Land, 

Left reft,and lying (hi, might make them looke, 
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